IMPRESARIO

young man who said he had recently returned from a trip to Ger-
many, was familiar with Wigman's work and had an idea he could
publicize her in America. I hired him on the spot, and he was the
head of my press department for fifteen years after.

Wigman arrived in November. She looked stuffily German in
a black cloth coat trimmed with some sad fur of uncertain an-
cestiy and a tired, aging hat (for her second season she arrived
in a mink coat and mink-trimmed turban) out of which flowered
her extraordinary hair. With her she brought her accompanist and
composer, Hanns Hasting, a weedy young man with protruding
eyes in a pale face, and the sturdy girl percussionist, Meta Mens.
Her baggage consisted of a trunk of costumes and a series of oddly
shaped cases in which were her precious Hindu drums and Balinese
gongs, together with a few primitive flutes and reeds.

I had penciled in a scratch tour, depending pretty much on how
she would be received in her opening performance at the Chanin,
now the 46th Street Theatre. Meanwhile, my new press agent had
deluged the newspapers with background stories. He wrote of the
three great dancers, Pavlova, Duncan and Wigman. He also made
obscure references to the history of the human race, the inner
meaning of the Wigman dance, the Zeitgeist, the sub-conscious.
Occasionally I wondered whether I was offering the public a form
of entertainment or a course in the philosophy of Nietzsche and
Schopenhauer with a glance at Sigmund Freud.

That first night at the Chanin Theatre proved without a doubt
that whatever it was, dance or discourse, the public wanted it The
house was wild, the notices next day fantastic. Here and there a
veiled, almost shamefaced reference to her personal unattractive-
ness crept in. But on the whole the critics, like the public, felt a
power, a personal dynamism here that could not be ignored.

The meaning of her dances was a constant embarrassment to
me. She danced "cycles," groups of related dances whose relation-
ship existed only in the mind of the performer, as far as I could
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